AD&LE ANd CO.
Do they give way, or only burst into tears ? "
<e You'll dirty your hands," said I.
"That were impossible/' said Berry. "If I
massaged a goat ix» a coal-mine, I couldn't dirty these
hands. Or anything else that is mine. And what are
the slates like ? Can you find a loose one ? I want
to wipe my nose."
" Will you be quiet ? " I breathed.
A moment later I was out on the roof.
Rrry followed gingerly.
"There's the park/' I whispered. "And that's
Fourteen. From the ridge of the roof we shall see the
side of the house."
With that, I began to go up on my hands and knees.
This was easy enough. The pitch was .steep, but
the slates were dry as a bone. After a moment or
two I had my hands on the ridge.
I lay down and drew myself up. . . .
Slightly to my left were two windows of a con-
siderable size. Plainly they lighted a room at the back
of the house. They had no outside shutters, but the
room beyond them was dark. Whether the curtains
were drawn I could not tell.
" One to you," said Berry. " I don't suppose
they're Woking's, but that's not a servant's room.
Shall we move a bit to the left ? "
I crawled along in silence, feeling absurdly depressed.
My hopes, which had been fanatic, had fallen flat. We
had found what I had expected—and that was all. In
the sweat of our brow we had won a commanding
position, and there was nothing to see. Paul K,
WoMng's ways were not for our eyes. The truth of
the matter was—I was out of my depth.
" Fin much afraid/* I said, ** that this is where we
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